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Wish
by* Adam Fivecoat
Shooting stars are funny that way
we wish upon their luck
what makes us think our dreams come true
on a rock that's burning up

Losing It
by• Nora Israelsen
I'm not as sentimental.
Maybe curious of the pain,
the pressure,
of a pleasure package.
Still, whether he sways with or without my rhythm,
I feel it an invasion.
I admit,
I led,
I followed,
I shined in the beginning moments
wondering if something could brush
a little closer than every day,
and if you feed on the tingle,
it will.
But it also digs,
thumping against closed walls,
they'll break.
Some things are made to break.
And once they do,
red lights below
will tear and freely flow.
And sounds will be growing.
Sounds that go deep,
but are too separate
to fall into softness.
And when the sun wakes
and looks with a sharp eye,
I know the rising
the washing,
of the stuff that lives
without a sentimental view.

(/)

:,-

..,

Q)

0
::,

-a
..,

¾
Q)

::,

Where's the Spark?
by "' Sasha Leavitt
The days are slowing, we've been
married ten months now.
The dishes keep piling up. I'm not
in the mood to be tickled, and
I only want to read.
I wish we would have paid for
cable, especially when the sky is black
and cold. Our house is too small We bump into each other .
frequently on the weekends, and
I'm starting to feel at home
in the laundromat.
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Children of Technology
by"' Bob Belnap
Who will run this society?
Youth raised by TY,
glaring incessantly
just say no
to STD's, cutting trees,
building towers to the sky.
We've come too far to
ever go back, rocked to sleep
in a mechanical cradle,
fed food from a bottle since birth
we ask "Who's our mother"
then see it doesn't matter.
She's inside the seal
on a can of green beans.
She works in the basement
turning gas into heat.
At the same time in
my CD player she's changing
light into sound.
She's all around the lining of my shoe,
a record's groove
a book's binding,
dance halls, buildings,
the sinister minute hand.
She wakes me in the morning
with her shrill digital squeal.
She's a harsh taskmaster.
"You must be efficient," she says,
"Harder, faster, smaller, more convenient.
And above all, cost effective."
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The man on the 1V says
that she may destroy us.
But he's just afraid of the future,
afraid like every waning generation
that the youth will be better.
And they always will be.
Me? I'm young and worry free.
I take a quick sip off a water bottle,
throw my notebook laptop
in my backpack and hit
the city.
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Survival

*

by Kacy Robinson
Hard industrial rubber soles
Caressing pure white tile
Produced not by a masculine
Name
Sun-dried leather fingers
Forming intricate patterns
Produced by a soft, sweet
Spirit
Muscles firm and tough
Working day and night
Produced not of masculine
Habit
Cracked brittle nails
Worked to non-existence
Produced due to human
Necessity
Mother, daughter, life-long love
Commander of her family's stability
Slave of societal pressures
Working for survival
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Pine Trees
by* Edna M. Bissell
We

live
up high
in God's nature.
Hauled into homes to be
decorated with colored lights.
In our branches we wear gold or
silver
tinsel.

After
the holidays,
our limbs lose all
their needles. What a
waste. Is there no other way?
Yes they are artificial, but not as
pretty,
not as fragrant.
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A Few Haiku
by • Sasha Leavitt

Today, time stands
still, on those splintering
wooden legs

Jesus is upstairs,
killing everyone,
really slowly.
Shortness of
breath. He draws a finger
up my torso,
and passes by.
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Buddha and green tea,
meditating,
In a snake-skin suit.

God of grain, solar
phases, elemental
sylphs and salamanders.

Fishing
by• Lindsey Montgomery
huddled on the
dock, tugging
helplessly
on the lines tied
to the slats
connected to
flipping, writhing fish
too fat to fit through
the narrow cracks
twelve,
fifteen jerking
lines in
violet
death throes;
and the boy
watches, appalled
by his own
cleverness - noticing
the fish liked the
coolness under the
dock - he invaded
their haven;
and he huddles on the
dock, sobbing
long after the lines are
still.

Even though His Heart
Is Sdl Beating
by "' Nora Israelsen
His head has bowed down,
and his eyes are closed.
No matter that his heart is beating,
he is still form.
Locked as a silhouette on paper,
he can no longer show you
by movement, the way his mind wonders.
It's just been too much living.
The reruns are enough
to coil and shake
the heart to rising - to open and
sink inside his blood flow.
There is nothing spoken,
nothing that can be spoken for him.
I've tried exploring
the sharp objects that he's buried.
I've cleaned them for him,
thinking maybe if he saw the design he could find another sheath for them,
but he panics at a knife's blade
and digs a hole inside his chest
for it to lay unseen.
I think it's his hidden love for bleeding.
I think he likes the clanging.
Though he bows his head,
he is at least full of something.

Freedom Burning
by it Adam Fivecoat
"Ama-a-a-azing Grace" The old woman sang in a rickety voice that
didn't quite seem her own. It felt distant, faded somehow, like an aging
picture that had been out in the sun too long. It bothered her a little to
know she could not sing like she used to. No need to worry, it was a
beautiful day outside.
She dusted off the bookshelf with a bottle of Pledge and a rag that
she held carefully in her left hand. She worked, spraying the shelves and
then wiping away the foamy white bubbles as fast as she could, just a little
quicker than what you would call a turtle's pace. The cedar shined as the
deep red finish became more prominent with every stroke.
The widow began to rock back and forth on her heels as she sang
under her breath.
She went to the mantle, which was kitty-corner to the bookshelf. The
dust was thick there and she remembered how as a little girl, she would
run her hands over her mother's unused vanity, letting her young fingers
glide freely as she drew flowers on the top. She looked across the street
where someone had done something similar on the dirt of Robert Powell's
pickup truck which said on the camper shell in squiggly letters, "Wash me!"
This made her chuckle a little, but she caught herself before it could go
any further. No need to laugh.
When she came to the frame sitting on the mantle, she hesitated for
a moment, then continued to clean it off. The picture of her son was
exceptionally filthy this week. She'd been thinking about him a lot recently.
The fishing trip they had all taken to Miller Creek when Bobby had caught
something which the Mickey Mouse beginner's pole could not handle. It
snapped in three places and the excited four-year-old raced into the lake
chasing after the escaping pieces of wood. Jack, who had spent a little too
much time with Jose Cuervo that morning, had to move quickly in order to
grab him and pull him back. It was one of the cutest things she had ever
witnessed. She thought about her son all of the time. But mostly, she
thought about his death.
Jack was the only one home when the two men in military uniforms
had pulled up into the driveway of this very house. It was the kind of
greeting that every parent hoped they would not see during the war in
Vietnam. The funeral didn't seem to fit Bobby, or maybe, she figured, it
didn't fit his mother. Instead of a priest, some asshole military general
provided the services. Four men in uniform surrounded the coffin and
placed a flag over it. She could still remember how they had trouble doing
so, as the stubborn wind blew the flag in every direction. "He served his
,
country with honor. We should all be proud," the general said in a
voice that could be no warmer than a snake talking.
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Proud? Her only son was dead and everyone should be proud of that
fact. Any way you looked at the situation, he was sent there to die. It was a
disturbing fact she could not get out of her head. Recently, it had kept her
up at night with an image that frightened her and then fascinated her as
well. It was an unbearable image. She could see her son inside that coffin.
His skin had grown a pale blue to match the color of the uniform he had
been wearing. But he was alive in there, screaming at the top of his lungs.
His fingers clawed at the inside of the coffin leaving heavy scratch marks.
He was begging for help, for air, but no one would come to his aid. A
banner of red, white and blue surrounded his body. White stars oozed over
his clutching fingers and stopped them from scratching. He was covered
now completely in a flag, and no one could hear him. This image thrust
her head back as if she had been hit by a curve ball that had gotten away
from a major league pitcher.
She did not know why this thought had come back after so long. If
Jack were alive he would have told her that it had happened thirty years
ago and she needed to let it go or get some professional help. Thirty years?
Maybe it was more like forty? Who the hell cares anyway.
All she knew was that she was alone. God had left her without a
husband and the government, without a son. Then there was this letter she
had gotten a few days ago from the Internal Revenue Service. It stated, for
some reason or another, they were going to take her house away.
This letter confused her but the scary part she got. They were going
to take her house away. After fifty years what would she do and where
would she go? A retirement home? The street? Where? This house wasn't
just hers, it was part of her. Why would they take away part of her soul?
"Because they Think they can, but they're not," she said in a dark
overtone that was almost inhuman. What the IRS had failed to realize was
that old people grow very attached to things.
From behind her she heard a soft purr which was followed by an even
softer, "Meow." She turned her head gently to see a black cat with its back
arched rubbing against the old rocking chair.
"Midnight, I thought I let you out already. You weren't supposed to
come back, you little bastard." The cat looked up at her with those mystic
blue eyes that she adored. She picked him up and gently caressed his head
one more time with affection. One black ear flickered for a moment and
then went back into place. She opened the door and let him out.
"Off you go, kitty," she said to him and watched as he crossed the
street, disappeared into the alley and made sure he was far away from the
house. She was all by herself now and maybe for the last time.
''Are you sure you want to do this?" she said out loud, half expecting the house to answer back. When it didn't she proceeded, going
,
into the bedroom and picking up the flag that was laying on the
bed. It had been placed on a little wooden pole that she
carried now into the kitchen .

•

She went to the five-gallon bucket on the floor and took off the top,
releasing the distinct odor of gasoline into the house. She dipped the flag
into the bucket holding the wooden pole and let it soak in the flammable
liquid. "AmaaaaaZing Grace" she sang while stirring the flag like a spoon
with her eyes shut and rocking back and forth on her heels. The bucket
was heavy, so she would need something else and the old vase would do
perfect. She dunked the vase into the bucket letting it fill and went over to
her flowers. The soil began to darken as she filled each of them with
petroleum.
She went next to the living room and doused the wallpaper, making it
bubble in some places. They took her son away. She refilled the vase and
went to the picture of her son on the mantle and dumped the whole thing
over it. But they will never take her. She stood for a moment and watched
the liquid running over the glass. It gave the smiling boy in the red T-shirt a
ghostly look, as if it were some kind of flashback in an old movie.
When the house had been completely adorned like the inside of a
fuel tank, she lifted the flag out of the heavy gasoline and lit it on fire. The
blaze started quickly with a loud "POOF!" She threw it to the ground where.
an even larger pool of gas awaited it. For a moment something inside of
her body shrieked to get out of the house, that she'd won and to just leave
before she died. But as the fire steadily crept over the arm of the couch in
a elegant aura of red and yellow, she realized she would not miss out on
this sight for anything in the world.
"I once was lost,"
"But now, I'm found,"
"Waaaas blind, but now .... "
As the old woman sang the last verse, she changed it from the
original, ever so slightly.
'Tm Freeeeeee."

He Thinks He's A Kitty
by* Kathrine Shoaf
Around 1989 I return from Texas to find I no longer know my friends and
no one knows me. I hate school.
Around 1985 I meet my mother's father for the first time. He seems
strange to me but there is a nice parrot in the tree next door that
always says, "hello."
Around 1999 I say goodbye to my first love. Through my own blurred vision
I see his tears. The motor is running, his father is waiting. I let go
of his hand. I cannot look back. The keys fall from my hands as I
struggle to open the door.
Around 1998 I graduate from high school. I thank God I'll never have to
walk the halls lined with lockers and jocks, nerds, stoners, and the
popular crowd.
Around 1986 Kimball Peacock saves me a swing next to him on the
playground. "Kathy loves Kimball!" my sisters chant. I hate Kimball
Peacock.
Around 1997 both of my grandfathers die. I cry for the one I knew well but
the pain fades. I feel shock for the one I'd met a couple of times
and the aching remains.
Around 1991 I beat three boys in a race. I knew I could win. Boys think
they are so good. I teach them how to play poker behind the bush.
Around 1983 I watch my baby brother eat Chipper's Meow Mix out of a
bright orange cat dish in the kitchen. Funny John. He thinks he's a
kitty.
Around 1997 my best friend stops calling. My parents aren't speaking to
each other. My car slides off an icy road. 1walk home in a snow
storm, almost hoping I'll freeze before I make it.

*

Around 1994 a ninth grader with big muscles and five missing fingers holds
me under the street lamp and tries to kiss me. I think about
kicking him where it will hurt really bad. I know my friends will ask

fo, detailswhen I come inside.

PhUlipMorris
by • Victor Peterson
The man who forgot
to shave and woke up
hung over, now soothes my throat
with sand paper.
He lives inside me.
No microwave, he cooks on a
wood burning stove
in my lungs.
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Midnight
by

* Dale Rudger Stewart

He walks along the midnight sand
The moon and stars his only companions
Memories of a thousand years
Echoing their martyrdom in his mind
Thoughts drift to a time almost forgotten
Of greens and blues, and bright crimson flowers
Tears smelling of salt and iron
Streak down the slackened ivory cheeks
Sadness graced his visage
A sadness more profound than any in the world
Regrets of a family never made
Children never born
Faces never worn
An image of his aged grandfather's face
Filled his mind with longing
A eulogy of life unlived

Mermaid
by* Daneal Francisco
Patterned light
ripples along a body
Chosen for its Perfection.
It still bears the marks
of the struggle:
A delicate red
Necklace encircles the Throat,
and fingerprint bruises
Riddle the body like scales;
the body arches through the water Fleshy blue hands clutching
Eternity,
Fins are ripped
clothing, guiding the body
Along the mingling
Darkness,
A rag doll tossed
between the currents - a secret
waiting to be withdrawn,
Death's beauty
Revealed.

Broken Chains
by* Kacy Robinson
Bearing wings
Soaring in the duskgleam
Wild Mustang
Flying free
Penetrating lightening
Shadow's twisted dustbeams
Wild Mustang
Flying eternally
Broken chains
Binding to promised land
Wild Mustang
Flying away

1 - Piece Unlinked Chain
by* Statyk Julian Grady
Insanity is what I plea Since typically my people be considered guilty
in a court of law the jury simply be, unhumanishly vanishing us
into a situation leaving our family panicking handling situations in my shoes is constantly challenging I'm a difficult individual facing complex levels of
brutalityThough sometimes not the subject, but, instead
the pain inflicter Mr. Sinister 357 degree heat spitter deploying heat seekers at enemies and squeezin'
nickel-plated triggers We blame it on community cops - the reason
we thrive on commitance to slangin' rocks but did a cop have a chopper at yo' knot when you
opened up shop?No, he didn't do it that whole thought is crazy we could be getting paid and the word "minority"
can start to fade, but the fact is we too lazy Maybe we don't wanna change or maybe we do Inside my mind is a cerebral riot like in
L.A. '92Through thick and thicker though through all the good and evil I'm a stay Statyk Solo but tied to my people -
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by"' Chalice Randazzo
Moist knees
Dry Sheets
Craving the Gods.

,

Spring is Sdl Here
by* Lewis R. Strasburg
Splendid Butterfly
'Lights on a leaf
Beautiful Butterfly
Gathers no grief
Through its Life
It flutters and flies
Journeying under
The sunkissed skies
Never you worry
Never you fear
Life is a wonder
And Spring is still here
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The Truth
by* Kay Lynne Townsend
Jester.
The fool.
Dance a little merry jig.
Bells ring and jingle.
Loud colors scream.
Make you laugh,
To drown out the truth.
Entertainment.
A ridiculous mass
Of color, rhymes and chimes
Knows every dirty detail.
Nothing to hide.
Everything to tell.
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Maybe She Wants a

Mechanic
by • Sasha Leavitt
He probably has no idea how
she feels about him. He doesn't even
notice how her face turns to mush
when he says hello to her. She probably
thought he was trying to be sweet and go
out of his way to help her fix that flat tire on
her Volvo last week, but that's just the way he
is. He likes cars. Both of them are pretending. He's pretending not to see her play
with her curls and pout her lips in his
presence, and she's pretending that he's
going to show up on her doorstep with a
bottle of Merlot and two dozen white
daisies. She should stop playing girly-girl, go
out and buy a monkey wrench, tie a big red
bow around it and show up on his doorstep
with a bottle of white Zinfandel and one of
those black slinky skirts. That's how I did it.
Even though it only lasted until he became
more infatuated with my Jetta's engine than
mine, I still won the game. I was in control.
She should take a few sessions down at the
"I need a guy with a great body for two
weeks" study hall.

Uzard on a Rock
Cistern Canyon 1999
by* Bob Belnap
A ripple of movement,
the spread of a blanket,
and the land lays out like
seven layer cake.
An arm makes a motion like a wave,
following water's flow along the walls.
A silly laugh at absurdity, enormity,
sparkles like religion.
The others are playing
in a pool, caught like
a pearl in the canyon's throat.
I sneak off, barefoot, and
soak naked in the sun.
A lizard on a rock.
I play a game where I close my eyes,
pretend I'm in my backyard,
or my bedroom,
then open them quick so I can take it all in at once,
one great slap of sandstone towers,
the blue tear of sky,
water slipping through
cracks in the canyon's hands.
I hear the beat of a dragonfly's wings
against the rock like the pages of a book,
flipped between your thumb and index fingers.
It's a sound you can only hear alone,
a gift, an invitation,
a box that can't be opened.

,
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My OfAce: The Great Outdoors
by• Paul A. Bedont
It was about 6:30 am. I had just finished working one of my all-toocommon elk herding nights. For the better part of four weeks, I had been
chasing elk out of various farmers' fields. The elk were all mature males,
otherwise referred to as bulls. They can be very stubborn, especially in
November. Every year the bull elk make an annual migration to their winter
range to regain some of the fat reserves they lose during the mating
season. That, in and of itself, is another story for another day.
At 6:30 on this morning, after having been up all night, I wasn't as
alert as usual. The police dispatcher called my number, "One-alpha-fiveforty-one, this is Price Dispatch." The dispatcher has a way of bringing your
mind into focus like the sound of thunder after lightning strikes close to
you. I replied and was told that the dispatcher had just received a call from
a farmer who had shot at what looked like a cougar. I wrote down the
name, address and phone number of the farmer and headed that direction. As I drove, I thought to myself that the farmer probably just shot at a
large house cat, since most of the cougar calls I receive turn out to be
large, orange house cats.
I pulled up to a small, well-kept home in the outskirts of town. As I
drove up the driveway and turned the engine off, the farmer came out of
the house to meet me. He introduced himself as Jacob and began to tell
me the events of that morning.
He told me that for the last three nights something had been coming
into his yard and eating his chickens. By the time he could get out of bed
and stumble to the window to see what was happening, the animal had
disappeared. When he would check on his chickens in the morning, several
of them would be gone. He explained that at the back of the yard, behind
the bushes he had found a large pile of feathers and bones. He continued
to explain that last night he kept a gun by the side of the bed, determined
that he was not going to lose any more chickens. He recalled, " 'Bout fourthirty I heard one heck of a ruckus. I grabbed my gun and ran to the
window. I saw somethin' big runnin' cross the yard with one of my chickens
in its mouth, so I shot at it. But it kept runnin' toward the wash. I was goin'
to go after it, but the missis said I hadn't better be goin' off after some
wounded, wild animal in the middle of the night."
Jacob then took me to the back yard and showed me a large hole in
the chicken coop. The chicken wire had been pulled so hard that the wire
had broken and opened up a jagged, fifteen-inch hole in the side of the
coop. As I examined the opening closely, I found a few hairs lodged in
the wire. As I checked the hair sample, I told Jacob that there was
only one animal with hair like this, and that was indeed a cougar.

Jacob and I walked across the yard to where he said he had seen the
animal last. I found drops of blood leading into the dense tamarisk underbrush that lined a large wash located behind the back yard. I told Jacob I
had to go get a few things from my truck and headed towards the house.
Back at the truck, I pulled out my day pack which contains my first aid kit,
water, rope and a few survival items that seem to always come in handy. I
unlocked my truck's storage bin which holds several weapons and ammunition, pulled out a large handgun, loaded it and strapped it to my side. I
usually don't carry a gun but inasmuch as this cougar was wounded, I felt a
need to bring a weapon along. I then called into the dispatcher and told
her I would be out of service on this call and unavailable to be contacted
for a few hours.
Walking back around the house, I noticed the farmer putting on a
pair of well-worn boots. He asked if he could come along. "It's probably
not very safe," I told him. He exclaimed, 'Tm not afraid of any kitty cats!"
By this time his wife had joined us and heard what Jacob had said. I
explained to both of them that just last week I had watched on video a
cougar ambush and kill a large, healthy moose. Jacob's wife perked right
up and said sternly and matter-of-factly, ':Jacob you're going to stay right
here!" Jacob looked at me, then at his wife, then at me again. "I guess
you're right, dear," he meekly replied. I told them I would try to be back in
a couple of hours and headed into the thick jungle of sagebrush and
tamarisk.
I began to follow the now drying drops of blood and had barely
walked a hundred yards when I found a mud puddle in the middle of an
opening in the brush. As I looked closer, I saw the first tracks of our
chicken eater. There in the mud, I saw two tracks. They were about four
inches in diameter, which would indicate that this cougar was a young
male or an adult female. By now the drops of blood had become less
frequent, and I had to look very closely for signs of the cougar's trail. The
ragged yet unmistakable tracks led to a large wash behind the farmer's
house. The bottom of the wash was about ten feet wide with a small
stream of water running down the middle, surrounded by a curtain of
underbrush that sometimes concealed the water below.
The sides of the wash ranged from ten to twenty feet high with
multiple sandstone ledges on each side. I thought to myself, "This is not a
good situation for me to be in. Here I am following a wounded cougar into
a ravine where I can hardly see five feet in front of or above me." As I
began to follow the trail once again I went into the ravine. I couldn't help
but remember how easily the cougar in the video killed the moose. The
signs were getting more and more difficult to find, and I ended up crawling
,
on my hands and knees looking for a trail of blood or the paw
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pdnts of the couga, ;n the mud.

Suddenly I noticed blood drops leading up the side of the ravine wall
to one of the numerous ledges. I felt the hair on the back of my neck begin
to stand as I realized how it must feel to be the hunted, not the hunter. I
climbed up the wall about ten feet where I saw a small pool of blood on the
ledge. It was still moist! I saw more bloody tracks leading off the ledge
back down to the bottom of the wash. I knew that the cougar was close
and had been sitting on the ledge, probably watching me come up the
wash. I assumed it had jumped down when I got too close.
At the bottom of the wash, the trail once again became very difficult
to follow. I felt torn between keeping my eyes on the blood trail or watching
the sides of the ravine for a cougar perched and ready to spring down on
me.
I was now crawling through the thick underbrush always looking and
searching. Another problem suddenly became apparent. There were
thousands of mosquitos swarming around me. The small amount of water
in the bottom of the wash had become a perfect breeding ground for
mosquitos. I was getting bitten constantly as I rustled through and disrupted the mosquitos in the underbrush. My mosquito repellant was in the
truck, and I had come too far to go back for it now.
I resolved myself to three concerns: try to follow the faint cougar
track through this jungle of plants, try to see a lion ready to attack from up
above or in front of me and swat at the blasted mosquitos who were acting
as if someone had rung the dinner bell, and I was the main course.
My mind suddenly focused when I heard the bushes rustling ahead of
me about ten paces. I could feel the adrenaline begin to pump through my
veins. I drew my weapon and plowed through the brush. Just as I pushed
aside a branch, a deer ran past, brushed me on the side and continued
down the ravine. Evidently the cougar had spooked the deer also. It took
several minutes for my heart to slow down and my body and mind to
regain their composure. 'They don't pay me enough to do this job," I
thought to myself.
As I walked around a corner, I could see blood again going up the
side wall. There was a ledge about fifteen feet off the ground and only
about twelve inches wide from my viewpoint. This time, as I climbed the
side, I saw the tail of the cougar hanging loosely from the ledge, like a
baited trap. As I approached the tail, I kept waiting for the cougar to leap at
me or jump down into the brush. As I got closer and closer, I saw its face.
Its eyes were closed. I have learned through experience, that is a bad sign.
Most predators die with their eyes open. I drew my revolver and cocked the
hammer back. I kicked at the motionless body, and the cougar fell off the
ledge into the stream below. The stream turned crimson red momentarily
as I noticed the gaping bullet hole in the cougar's side from Jacob's
,
rifle. I climbed down off the ledge and pulled the cougar's lifeless

body from the stream. I felt a deep sense of sorrow. This was a beautiful
animal, a young male in prime physical condition. His life was cut short
because he hadn't learned an essential lesson: Man was to be feared and
avoided.
As I carried the one hundred-thirty pound cougar back, I was able to
reflect upon the type of work I do. I came to the realization that no matter
how hard I try, most cougar conflicts will conclude with the death of the
animal, whether I like it or not. The mosquitos didn't bother me so much
now, and I was soon at my truck. After I had placed the cougar's body into
the bed of my truck, I looked around but couldn't see anyone in the yard,
so I knocked at the front screen door. Jacob's wife appeared. I let her know
that I had found the cougar, and her chickens could rest easier for tonight.
She offered me a cold drink, but I turned her down and headed on my way.
I drove back toward the office thinking to myself how even with the
headaches and dangers of my job, it sure beats pushing a pencil in some
big office building. I am fortunate that I enjoy going to work each day.
Back home again my wife asks me, "How was work today?"
"Oh, just another day at the office," I reply.
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Night
by • Lindsey Montgomery
The moon is a fried egg
on a platter of broken
china. I paw at it
with my leopard
hands, feeling the
bite of the hungry
wind through my
summer-weight fur.
The moon is a fried
egg, my stomach yearns
for it, the growls
reaching up my
esophagus to my
canines and russet
lips. I open my mouth
and my eyes to pull
down the fried-egg
moon, and it swallows me
whole.

Catamaran
by• William Arthur Lanier, Jr.
The Eternal Blue bleeds white.
Rudders leave a frothy scar that
collapses on itself
merges with itself
foam dissipates.
A breeze caresses my skin.
Sea blood fills my nostrils.
Somewhere deep, deep below
below the white sea blood
below the Eternal Blue
I feel the pulsing of the sea's heart
merge with my own.

Pressure Expanding
by* Warren Xanthos
Pressure Expanding
Bonds of courage and fear
Alone
Echoes down the hall
Freezing transparent thoughts
Reflecting Ideas
Drip
From the edges of eyes
And understanding
Our acrylic wants
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After The Are
by "'Lewis R. Strasburg
A body that has been burned
Within, without touching without
Except in small evidences:
Red eyes, Red face, and the reflection of pain
In the iris
After the fury of the great tremors
And the colossal eruptions that took so long to pass:
Sleeplessly, Unsubduably,
No tricks or techniques able to quicken its descension
The soul wonders what to do,
When and if to build what was lost
To the fire:
Love, Innocence,
And the precious castle, built to house the soul against assault.
The time will pass slow
Making, again, the castle,
Though innocence is lost:
But with the Love upon the wind,
With the comfort of what was not burned,
And the dedication of the soul that did not die,
The precious castle, the Heart, will be rebuilt.

Unwritten
by* Kay Lynne Townsend
The dust twirls out,
as I add my steps to its dance
with ripped, battered soles
tied to tired feet.
Nothing to call my own but
what I can't forget and
the weight of six strings
slung on my back.
They cling but are no safety net.
They do not keep me from falling,
but do not hold me back.
Of the other,
I cannot say the same.
Driven on by the wind,
reminding me
of my choice to leave.
Head bowed to block out the sound.
Voices of the past are calling me back,
and, at the same time, push me on,
beyond all the words I know.
Teach me a new song,
one that people can't refuse.
Striding with the wind,
praying to the gods of the lonely,
my soul is called to walk.

Untitled
by* Nora Israelsen
Flickering Fingers
the tickling lingers such simplicity
in shutting down.
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